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EXANDER 
THE GREAT 



th« Great was a victim of fate, 
B sighed there was naught to delight him 
brandiahed hla ■'word and defiantly roared 
inld not get a country to fight him. 

mies he'd chaaed, all the lands laid to 

ate, 

e clamored for farther dlveralons; 

listory apeaka of bis grip on the Greeka 

is hammarlock hold on the Persians. 

le Gordian knot, cut in t'wo, In a spot 

palace waa labeled a relic, 

itcephalna, stuffed, gave him fame, he waa 

led— 

M grouchy and grumpy, was Aleck. 

ause of his woe, he would have you to 

ow, 

he fact that he never was able 

:t a big scrap that a versatile chap 

rar correspondent would cable. 

being quite glad, he would grow very sad 
he told of the fellows who'd fought him, 
ugbt of the lack of the clicking kodak 
hands of a man to "snapshot" him. 

lid that he wept, and in dolefulness crept 
£h bis palace — the reason la hinted; 
-e not at that time magazines for a dime, 
la arttclea could not be printed. 

. may aeem unkind, ere his life we've 

tllned, 

ust aay in some ways be was hateful ; 

ith, we have heard he went back on his 

•rd, 

'as not Alexander the Grateful. 
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RUTUS 



Back In the time of Rome snUlme, 
There lived great Jolltie Cwear 

Who wore the crown with haughty 
frown 
And was a froaty geezer. 

mes, they say, upon the way 
Bd Lnpercal, they fetched It 
to wear, bat then and there 
laid they ahoiild have etretched it. 

are told that Jnle waa cold 
frigid as Alaska, 
as, too,— that would not do 
Castas and Caaca. 

Id their friends : " It all depends 
laviog things to salt na. 
ik that Jnle is mach too cool ; 
na conspire with Brutus." 

rthermore let out this roar: 
eOI Cwsar further scoff us 7 
>ek, they say, he'll have his way 
at the Rome postoKce." 

rk and sword in togas stored — 
know those times they wore 'em — 

ade a muss of Ju-ll-us 
morning in the Forum. 

Et tu, Bmte 7 " J. C. grew mute, 
ne claim it's "Et tn,Bru-te"; 
ition it both ivhole and spilt 
is our bounden duty.) 

ntony arose, and he 
ked some,— we shall not quote it; 
understood 'twas not as good 
ivhen Bill Shakeapeare wrote it. 

mtuB akipped lest he be nipped— 
1 since his dissolution 
en accused and much abused 
ichoola of elocution. 



HRISfdMER 
COLUMBUS 

Cluistopber Colnmbos Btood the egg upon 
I end, 

Ived a weighty problem that no one could 
mprehend — 

ps It was the puzzle whose solution clearly 
owed 

eychologlc motives of the hen that crossed 
e road. 

pa cold storage minstrels never might have 
ard of this 

If it hadn't been for Chris. 

ibns packed bia little grip and got apoq the 

iin 

rent to see that noble m&n. King Ferdinand 

t; He fonnd America — oh, do not idly nod. 
It hadn't been for this we couldn't go abroad I 

bink of all the travel and the voyages we'd 

as 
If it hadn't been for Chris. 

bus found America and won a lot of fame — 

y ever thought to ask him how he knew its 

me; 

y ever booked blm for some lectures to 

clare 

gnent asaertions how he knew the land was 

we might be aavages, unknowing modem 
as. 
If It hadn't been for Chrla. 

ided near Havana, and he aaidi "It seems 

roe 

lometlme in the fnture little Cnby shall be 

e." 

sion was prophetic — far adown the future's 

LCk 

w the daontlesa Hoba<m and the ainking 

irrimac. 

[ght have atUI been tyros In the ethics of 

1 kiss 

If it hadn't been for Chris. 

there are big cities and big boUdlngs named 
lor him. 
And yet he was so poor that once he thought he'd have to swim 
To find this wondrona country, for he waa »o badly broke i 
But laabella nobly put her watch and ring in aoak. 
Who knows but laabella never might have thought of this 
If it hadn't been for Chris ? 



lOGENES 



DloKene* lived In a tab 

Hii fellowB analyzing ; 
These words 'were carved apon bis clnb: 
" First Class Philosophixing." 
' any questloa came his way 
Involving people's morals, 
he things that he felt moved to say 
Were sure to start some quarrels. 
1 fact, his tub became a booth 
1 which he dealt In wholesale truth. 

his world was bat a fleeting show — 

He knew a lot about It; 
rben he was told a thing was so 

He then began to doubt it. 
e seldom left his narrow home — 

Not even on a Sunday; 
he only time that be would roam 

Abroad was on a Monday, 
e had to roam then, anyway, 
or that, you know, la washing day. 

odety, with all its sbam. 

Gave him a paroxysm; 
e always spoke In epigram 

And thought in aphorism, 
ne day he took his lantern down 

And polished it and lit it— 
ut first he frowned a peevish frown 

And growled : " The wick don't fit it." 
nd then, with pessimistic scan, 
!e sought to find an honest man. 

iogenes bas long been dead; 

His searcb was not well heeded, 
or no historian has said 

If ever he succeeded. 
ut there's this thought for you and me: 

It would not be quite pleasant 
' on that quest the sage should be 

With his fierce light, at present 
or, if be were, one may but tblnk 
bw much that light wonld make him blink. 



URIPIDES 



EnripidoB, of ancient Greece, 

Excelled In things dramatic: 
He could alt down ftnd write a piece 
Hlld tempered or emphatic; 
The dramatists of modem dajrs — 

No matter bow much they write — 
Can never equal Rfppy's ways. 
For he waa quite a playwrifhL 

When Rlppy took hla pen in hand 

The scenes woold flow like magic; 
Though humor came at his command 

His penchant was the tragic; 
He often wrote a little speech 

That was extremely pleasant — 
Hla Jests were lasting — all and each 

Are still used at the present 

Euripides was serious — 

He thought be bad a mission. 
He said, "By writing thus and thus 

I'll elevate the Grecian." 
However, though he oft produced 

Hla works in manner spurt y. 
He never wrote a thing to boost 

The vogue of ten, twent', thirty. 

In fact, his works could have been played 

In goodly style with no giria — 
He never used the soubrette maid 

Or based his play on show girls; 
And, tbls for old Euripides: 

In none of all his dramas 
Did he observe the modem pleas 

For choras In pajamas. 

Euripides was Athena' Fitch 

Or her Angnstns Thomas — 
It's really hard to say just which. 

But he was full of promise. 
It's time that Rlppy had hla due 

And got bis share of glory. 
For royalties he never knew 

And no presa agent's story. 



RANKLIN 



Fame twined a wre&th oo FrankliD's b 

A>niAny year* ago— 
And yet, how many people now 
The reason for it know ? 
VhM It becanse he wlaely wrote 

Poor Richard'e Almanac 
One of the feW, we pause to note. 
Which testimonials lack)? 

Vam Franklin's fame the sure result 

Of his philosophy ? 
No mental core or psychic cult 

Or Grieat Uplift had be.) 
Vas It becftnse for years and years 

He was a diplomat? 
niy, no. What person ever hears 

Abont such things as that? 

'hen what did wise Ben Frsnklin dO 

That he should merit fame 7 
liat each edition of "Who's Who" 

In bold type put* his name? 
[e Sew bis kite; he had the key 

His front door to unlock — 
lilce countless other men. then he- 

Acquired a sudden shock. 

'be trolley cars and dynamos 

And incandescent light 
Uid buzzing fan ivhlch coolness blows 

All date from Franklin's kite, 
lot, what an oversight of Fame! 

Ben Franklin's wife — 'twas she, 
That thoughtful, gentle, kindly dame. 

Who let him have the key. 



ALiriEi 

GALILEO 



Galilei Galllao was an early man of 

Ha was happy when inventing:, or dls- 
cnssinff an appliance; 
s, he fannd by atudy, were precise In 
wobble — 

how old Father Time went in his never- 
; hobble. 

Jlleo the thermometer Invented 

med the gaping public what It* fignrea 

mllsh Galileo," cried the pnblic, "you 
nae it I 

up a thing to tell ua we are hot ? We 
m knew it." 

ilileo took a tube and got some lensea 
ivered things that made him rather 
eve his senses; 

point bis telescope up to the sky and 
le'd scan It, 

n to breakfast smiling, for he'd fotmd 
ST planet 

ilileo viewed the luminary solar 

te sun) and found it spotted on the belt 

igiona polar; 

dn't figure out that when the sun was 

y fireckled 

world with lights and fusses was continu* 

peckled. 

illleo wrote a thing and then denounced 

Fteo read his name and wonder how the 

irononnced IL 

len he tried to he was all at sizes and 

'ens, 

why be turned bis studies to the dim 

Istant heavens. 

illleo 1 What a musical cognomenl 
lome bright libretUst will find In this 
an omen 

lages fortune for him, and the stage will 
pay what we owe 
To that honest old star gazer, Galilei Galileo. 



IPPOCRATES 

Hippocrates was father to an awfol lot of 
bother, for 'tis claimed that as to medi- 
cine he TTBS the pioneer, 

That but for him the surgeon or the latter- 
day chlrnrgeon might never have been 
tinkering the human running gear. 

>crates' diploma never threw him into coma 

I his efforts to decipher what its classic 
Iction said, 

vben be was seeking practice— long ago — 
le simple fact Is that the Latin tongue was 
immon and was very far from dead. 

rten growled, " Dad gum It I " when he felt tba 
ossy summit of his bead, which was as baid 
9 any shiny bUliard ball — 
lid Hip had to endure It, for he knew he 
>uldn't core It, and that once his hair was 
Jllng, why, he had to let it falL 

as written tip by Plato (who was quite a hot 
itato when it came to mental effort, for you 
DOW he reasoned well); 
praised his diagnosis, called him healing's 
atlent Hoses, and though facts were hard to 
ither, found a goodly lot to tell. 

>crates had knowledge, though he didn't go to 
lUege; he could speak of all diseases that he 
new, in Latin terms 

, 'twas only second nature to affect that nomen- 
ature), but he never even thought of, much 
ss beard of, any germs. 

tococcns or bacillus such as get in us and 

II us to Hippocrates were always undiscovered 
id unknown, 

the grim appendicitis which today is sure to 
Ight us, was by Dr. Hip considered but a 
n'mach-achic groan. 

he living at this moment, would the world 
t in a foment? Would physicians of the 
'esent take him out to see the town? 

Hew Jersey clear to Joppa not a one irould 
Lll him "Papa," and his theories and treat- 
ents would be greeted with a frown. 

last say that he iras clever, and that in one 
.. ay, however, he resembled all the others who 
are treating human ills — 
e was constantly complaining that in spite of all 
his training he could never cure his patients 
of the trait of dodging bills. 



AGO 



lago as a villain was a master of his craft. 
And yet he did not work at all as 
modem villains do; 

No one can rise and say that bold lago 
hoarsely lauEhed 
Vhen some one demonstrated that his stories 

were nntme. 
Ud not swagger on the stage In evening 

clothes, and mutter. 
Nor bite his finger nails In baffled anger now 

and then ; 
aever tm^ed and left the stage with nothing 

else to utter 
Except: "Ahal Proud beautyl I shall not be 

foiled again t" 

) did not hover near the old deserted milt 
To hurl the daring hero in the waters of the 

never frowned and ground bis teeth and burned 

the hidden wiU 
Or kidnapped any children just to complicate 

the case. 
> was not like the villains that we have at 

present; 
He didn't even try to scowl or to look like the 

part. 
) as a villain was continually pleasant, 
4nd never gave the notion that he had a stony 

heart 

ello waa his victim — and lago'a work was good. 
But still lago doean't seem to get the proper 

ello, as the hero — as all proper heroes should— 
Stood calmly In the spotlight and corralled the 

wreathing bay a. 
;e then there Is no villain of the art of good 

lago — 
At least we haven't seen an actor who ap. 

proached him yet; 
villains we have noticed from Galveston to 

Chicago 
Have hissed through black mustaches and have 

smoked the cigaret 



ONSON 



O rare Ben Jonaon, yon who wrote 

* To CeUa," 
Preaager of that later note, 

-Bedelia," 
To 7on, rare Ben, our hat we raise 
For all yoor poems and your plays. 

'on knew, forsooth, if Shokeapeare'a work 

Was taken, 
Ike copies by a scrawling clerk. 

From Bacon; 
'on would have known of that flimWam 
nthont a hidden cryptogram. 

< rare Ben Jonaon, with your pen 

Yon labored, 
.nd with brave lords and gentlemen 

You neighbored— 
'ou never turned out feeble farce 
1 sentences that would not parse. 

managers you ne'er were made 

To grovel, 
^d, Ben, yon never called a spade 

A shovel — 
(There you wrote sentences rlsqu^ 
7e now have costumes very gay. 

1 rare Ben Jonaon, when you asked 

That lady 
'o drink, her name you never masked 

As « Sadie," 
'or did you call her "Creole Belle" 
ir half the song nomea we might telL 

Drink to me only with thine eyes I" 

Your sighing 
howed yon no steins of any ^ze 

Were buying. 
Int from the way the stsnzas mn, 
'ou, rare Ben Jonaon, were irell done. 



intj 



Oh, 'Wllliun Kidd wa» a pirate bold, 

Yo ho, my lada, 70 hoi 
He sailed the seas In search of gold. 

To ho, my lads, yo hoi 
He sailed on both sides of the line, 
and bonea he made hla Sign; 
found wealth, he said: "That's mine I" 
ree centnries ago. 

m Kldd was a pirate bad, 

ree centuries ago, 

irk repnte he had — 

I ho, my lads, yo hot 

i a ship and take ita hoard, 

raik the plank 1" he fiercely roared, 

I la all that I can board," 

I ho, my lads, yo hot 

im Kldd was a pirate great, 
I ho, my lads, yo hoi 
"I'll rob you while yon wait"— 
ree centuries ago. 
long, tow, rakish craft 
g Toma both before and aft, 
edly and loud he laughed, 
I ho, my lads, yo hoi 

im Kidd was a pirate big, 
I ho, my lads, yo hoi 
no frigate, bark or brig, 
I ho, my lads, yo hot 
) his grim flag flapped and tossed 
^ ship that Bill Kidd bossed, 
IS knew Jnat how they lost, 
iree centuries ago. 

im Kldd was a pirate then, 

iree centnries ago. 

lid come to life again — 

t ho, my lads, yo ho I 

Eea are that he would just 

id organize a trust — 

the way to raise the dust 

iree centuries ago. 



CULLUS 



Lactillas was a fighter for a portion of 

his life; 
He won the buy and laurel by hia 
prowess in the strife. 
>e back home a hero (and no doabt, just as 

&med a cocktail for him ere they looked 

other way). 

en Locnllns noticed he was losing grips on 

B> 

ck a happy notion to perpetuate his name. 

L to giving dinners in a palace he had 
t — 

d that lots was eaten and a sea of irine 
spUt; 

tests might order anything in dishes old 
ew 

t the very rarest, and a second order, tool 
unches or course dinners — anything a man 

Ine of drinks or dainties ; yet he was no 
»aa rieht. 

■ won great battles, victories that he might 

It, 

ay we recollect him merely as a lavish 

Id that once he ordered quite the richest 

t prepared 

guests came to enjoy it, and the busy chef 

scared, 
ody here for dinner?" asked the flustered, 
ered chef, 
lining with Lncnllusl" roared Lucnllus. "Ar« 

deaf?" 

think that one great reason for his never- 
pure, nnfadlng Inster of bis dinner-eating 
le, 
though Lucullus feasted at a very great 

t down to simple breakfasts where the 
[th foods were immense, 
I gracious to his fellows, was considerate 
ach. 
never put his chestnuts in an after-dinner 



EfHU- 
SELAH 



Hethttselab lived long ago.— 

He waa the Old Inhabitant 
Those times, but never bad a ahow; 
Hia opportunities were scant, 
be lived nine centuries 
hree-score years and nine beside, 
1 he saw were not like these, 
nee to spread he was denied. 

not seek the comer store 
unch on crackers, cheese and prunes, 
! display bts helpful lore 
gh mominga and through afternoons; 
not talk about the days 
folks first saw tbe telegraph 
one; how tbeir amaze 
better posted people laugh. 

not take tbe stranger out 
me tall building, then say: "Here, 
good nrays hereabout, 
. to shoot the bear and deer." 
Brs were an unknown thing, 
ting Babel, in bis land, 
rl only served to bring 
ti that be could not understand. 

this Babel item is 
ironlstlc; as to that 

one pleasant thing was his: 
ver had to rent a flat) 
oy In bis career 
^s: nobody ever told 
lb the stated year 

be ahoold be considered old. 

five be waa not barred 
worldng if he wanted to; 
it need a union card 
iily labors to pursue ; 
1 bia hair was snowy white 
ige bis manly form had bent, 
ailed him young and bright 
an him for vice-presldenL 



EWTON 



Now, Ntwton 1b tlia orchftrd f«lt mix 

appl* atrlks hla boad. 
*'Tto gravity! Tto gravltrl" axeit- 

•dly ha said. 
Had yon or I been sitting there 

a-thinlEing of this earth, 
m was, and wondsiiog about Its size and 

when we were figoili^ a long and heavy 



lad yoo or I been there, as Newton was 

!ay, 

ere have been mnch gravity in what we 

> say? 

rs how great it Is to have a scientiflc mind— 
ct that reaches ont to see what it may find. 

> an ordinary man in inch a circtunatanca 
ive got ap and rubbed his head and done 
e dance, 

tered things that gentle folks shonld 

ily ever state, 

OBcede the apple simply had to gravitate. 

say. If Newton's place was held by yon or I, 
r gravity we might have thought of 
pie. 

again we make the point that sdentifle 

facta which any brain that's common 
finda), 

when Newton felt the jolt, his science 
It stop — 
r meditated on "What made the apple 

I in cogitation deep beneath the tree he lay, 
1: "Ifs odd that apples never drop the 
way." 

e: "If you or I had been beneath the 

tree. 

; have howled: "Who was it threw that 

and hit me?" 

this, however, with becoming gravity, 

:e that Newton lingered there beneaUi tha 

tres; 
With logarithmic tables he discovered that the speed 
At which tils apple fUl waa based on whence it fell— Indeed, 
Had it dropped firom the moon, well say. It would have grown so hot 
That It would have been melted up before to earth It got. 

Again, and flnally, had yon or I held Newton's seat. 

We Aonld, like he did, take the apple up and start to eat 



MAR 



Old Omar, in a Tmt he bad to llva, 
Yet gave to Verae anch Time aa he 
conld give; 
Whereat the Critlca rose and 
Hurled at Him : 
" The Stuff yon write ia only Tenta- 
tive." 

'am never worried over that — 

a Troubles underneath hia Hat 

auch Timea aa when he worked them np 

It and Pleasing Rubalyat. 

the Tranalator, took hia Fen 
a flowing Veraion ; yea, and then 
w that he could keep it up a While, 
all the Rubalyat again. 

are any Home that Don't reveal 
m't volume resting by " LncUle," 
In Limp Leather, with each Edge uncntt 
tie Literary Sense we feel? 

re any town from York to Butte 
ame Maiden fair don't Elocnte 
h Khayyam's easy-speaking poetry, 
cal Accomp'nlment to aolt? 

rl And where the Parodist 

not seek through all upon hia List 

me back at the last to Khayyam's work 

to find New Chancea he has missed? 

gar, a ready Fonntain Pen 

writer one can ose, and then 

: of Omar whence to draiv the Thought-— 

ea one wUl turn out again 1 

k initial letters here and there, 
he also had E. Hubbard Hair— - 
yhow old Khayyam set a Task 
hia Successors with despair I 



EPYS 



Percbance when he was working on 

The diary that bears his name 
In those far days, now dead and gone. 
He never dreamed about bis fame. 
ow.froin time to time. It is 
sard from 'most everybody's lips — 
magic, mellow name of bis, 
le soft and pleasing name of Pepys. 

, when reading what be wrote, 

e live anew that ancient time 

book Is one we often qaote — 

le cheap editions are a dime); 

ark his conrse through dingy streets 

Ld climb with him the palace steps; 

cy oil of those one meets 

>mark: "Why, there goes Hr.Pepys]" 

vsys had a seeing eye 
kd hearing ear, and what he saw 
rhat he heard be fain would try 
I set down, bat evade the law 
bat Is why In cipher dark 
le tale originally creeps — 
thus, also, he made his mark, 
ds man of tmth and trouble, Pepys. 

ghout his life he had his griefs 

id also had a llttte fun — 

pt bis eye upon his chiefs 

id tells the things they might have done 

r bad not done what they did. 

k, if each person now should keep his 

llary and raise the lid 

: did this honest Samuel Pepys I 

o, you see, be made a name 
hereon the critics sometimes pounce ; 
dly ever sounds the some, 
is so easy to pronounce, 
ill, there is an hour or so 
pleasure for the man who dips 
is book and comes to know 
od Samuel Pepys, Peps or Pips. 



UINTILIAN 



Qniatiliaa, years and yeari ago, 

Waa It on oratory t 
Demoattaenes and Cicero 
He etudied con amore; 
L elocution school 
Might the Roman llspera 
in and the rote and role 
[|aeBting father, dear father, to come home 
ib me now. In most pathetic wbispera. 

who showed that thus and thus 

loold appear when stating 

'emarka of Spartacus 

ising gladiating. 

e the word we just have ased 

>d your dictionary. 

when SpartacuB refused 

butchered to make a Roman holiday 
:eedlngly exciting and otherwise glad- 
ne and merry.) 

's book on How to Speak 
isle at this moment ; 
e speaker when to shriek 
rhen his rage to foment, 
rho on commencement day 
Patrick Henry's speeches 

in Qulntllian's way 

a single order of liberty, with a supple- 
ntal second choice of death, he beseeches. 

who would thrill the crowd 
lod and marrow freezer) 
ig oat In accents prood 
: Antony on Casar," 

1 the rules set down by Quint., 
a must he irho rises 

S of glowing fame by dint 
: Justly famous to be or not to be, center 
the stage, two spotlights sizzling, when 
as Hamlet soliloquizes. 

, we are fain to say, 

t on oratory, 

in this later day 

res his shore of glory, 

len elocutionists 

>ace and comfort mangle, 

og how fair Bessie's wrists 

strained and bruised while swiiv:lnc 
around In the belfry the time she said the 
cnifew should not Jangle. 



ALEIGH 



sir Walter Ralelgb wu a nuui 

Of excellent daportment; 
H« conld Bdvlsa a King or Khan 
What going Into court maant; 
Spanaer wrote bia Faerie Qneene 
r Walter Raleigh aaid it 
jred a wit both aharp and dean 
T» wonder if he read It J. 

Queen Elisabeth one day 
aa out (perhaps for shopping), 
taieigh chanced along the way 
here she in wrath was stopping, 
can I get across that mnd?" 
le asked; and In the muddle 
'alter showed hie gentle blood — 
« cloak soon bridged the puddle. 

le replaced the good queen's frown, 
lo paused there for a minute 
t more straight the royal crown 
: had no hat pin in it). 
hen she murmured low to Walt.: 
>ir, 70U shall see my tailor." 
iSwered: "If I'm irortb my aalt, 
K>d queen, make me a sailorl" 

o good Queen Elizabeth 

ive liim a blgb position — 

ew bis pay like drawing breath 

id led an expedition 

■ailed acroaa the raging seas 

IT gold and slaves and cocoa, 

attled with the biting breeze 

ong the Orinoco. 

It may have been the cloak 
lat was in mire imbedded, 
laibly some words he spoke 
lat made him be beheaded. 
tt us learn this lesson here 
om poor Sir Walter Raleigh: 
■vor of the great, 'tis queer, 
t has a grim finale. 



EIAKSPEARE 



Shakapeare, aa all of na hava raad. 

Once asked: "What'a in a namo?" 
Aa aliaa for the rose, he aald, 

Woold make It amell the aame. 
Itakapeare waa ao frivolooa— 
cnae ua If we aay 
it haa alwaya seemed to na 
a work waa moatly play. 

haxpera," " Shakapere." " Sbalkspeara," U 
a aipiatitre la found; 
itographa are much too few 
I be passed all arotmd. 
iiowB the cumulative worth 
honest, aolld fame t 
[ddera coma ft-om all the earth 
I buy hla mlaapelled name. 

unatized the thrilUng acana 

twre Cnaar met hla end, 

I Caaca, hnncry, lank and lean, 

id Bratna, Cnaai'a biend, 

Id awIfUy with their dacgera bright 

ben Jnlina came in reach — 

Antony, thrilled at the aigbt, 

oae and made a apeech. 

ma glrla were In hia ahowa; 
them DO "social qaeena" 
given princely wage to pose 
id dignify the scenes. 
lere be those who say there are 
A facta that can't be paasedt 
stance, oft we aee a star 
1th dpbers in the cast— 



;>tlc aecrat hidden there 
ey aay they will disclose. 
T be that each drama hoarda 
Bacon cryptogram, 
ten, prond upon the boards 
era atrnta and atridea a haa. 



ELL 



The tale of Tell fa simply told; 

He wonld not heed tb« tyrant. 
Bat, biff and brave and bluffy bold 
He spttmed the cold aspirant— 
limply came oat plain and flat 
ILnd his own righta defended ; 
voald not bow to Gessler's hat 
3poa the pole Btispended. 

a Gesaler came npon tbo scene 
^d ordered Tell to knaclde ; 

fixed him with bis glances keen 
liod gave a scorofol chuckle, 
a Gessler downed and knit bis brows 
[A. most portentous omen); 
ik yonr boy's life or make those bows I" 

We've lost the boy's cognomen.) 

smiled, and got his tmsty bow. 
Likewise his trusty arrow 
v, William Tell, as yoa should know, 
^oold wing the fleeting spaiTOW 
le could truly shoot the chutes) — 
So Gessler said: "Now grapple 
h this one fact—for you the boots 
Dnless yoa cleave the apple." 

Tell succeed? In your school books 
rhe tale is very well told, 

Gessler looked some haughty looks 
When he heard what Bill Tell told, 
hat did yoB hide this arrow for?" 
Ajsked Gessler of the wizard, 
neant to split that apple, or 
['d have to barm your gizzard 1" 

t's all, except It shall endure 

Am acted by SalvloL 

t was It?) And the overture 

Composed by one Rossini 

U prove that Tell is not a myth 

Concocted to deceive us. 

ve seen the bow he did It with; 

We hope you will believe as. 



LYSSES 

UnoBually popular with mrtbologic mlBsn, 
And rather Tront to wander when be 
ahoold have atayed at home. 
We find la why onr hero, the redonbtable 
Ulysaea, 
it rambling Into troable when be tbonght 
that he would roam. 

«■ good lady, left behind in their apartment, 
: troable in her efforts to get caah to pay 
the rent— 

chna, their aclon, knew not then what being 
imart meant; 

ihoold have helped hla mamma, but he 
aever earned a cent. 

, In the meantime, found the land of the 
Cyclopea, 

came within an ace of being made Into a stew. 
;ged old Polyphemus, then skedaddled with: 
>I hope 'e '» 

1 np with Indigestion," and went onward 
■ritb bia crew. 

lere he ambled farther till he reached the 
realm of Circd ; 

tranalate rather freely from the Odyaaean log: 
'oved to be a lady with no tendemesa or 

li comrade of Ulysses, for her sport, waa 
made a bog." 

away, however, and he ateered hla trnaty 
■hip so 

t it would take him quickly where more 
trouble might be found — 
inded on the island of the nymph they 
:alled Calypso, 
dallied In her preaence till eight yeara had 
rolled around. 

ikness must have struck him not so many 
irears thereafter; 

tighed: "I think the time has come for me 
:o pull my fi-elght." 

«nera had trouble when they tried to hold 
Jieir laughter 

hioklng of how long it waa before he knew 
twaa late. 

e, fond woman, bad been wooed by many 
sol tors; 
To each and every one of them she firmly whiapered "No." 
UlysBea, on appearing, changed the suitors into scooters — 

He strode into the parlor and said: "Take yoor hats and got" 
Old Homer tells ua fully how Penelope received him. 

And how, to give her pleasure, all these stories he would weave i 
He also telle ua aolemnly Penelope believed him I 

(That portion of the Odyssey we never can believe.) 



ILLON 



Villon — bard of the early times, 
FamlUarly called Francoia— 
'Twa« he whg Juggled ao with rhymea 
That we regard him now with awe ; 
egaatta knew " Gee " from ** Haw " • 
i drove with all a Jockey's art 
id ran each race wltboat a flaw— 
I gave these ballades their start. 

he floe to some safer climes ? 
d hunger at his vitals gnaw? 
IS be Jailed for varied crimes? 
that he inspiration saw 
id, pen held in a grimy paw 
1 let hia flaahing fancy dart 
Ulmea in measures rather raw — 
I gave these ballades their start. 

Drse was ever bare of dimes; 

i often felt the grip of law ; 

e, the joUiest of mimes, 

lio slept most nights upon the straw 

nd irakened to the raacons caw 

vena, never shirked Ms part; 

B never stopped at fate to Jaw — 

I gave these ballades their start. 

L'ENVOI 

sss, the moral's here to draw: 

lien poets go Into the mart 

ditors say coldly ^ "Pahawl 

illon gave these ballades their start" 



ATT 



When Watt wm bat a litU* boy— 
HU papa's pride, bis mama's Joy- 
He sat b«sids the kitchen fire 
The bubbllnE teapot to admire; 

as he watched the hissing steam 

xalghtway then began to dream 

hat the vapor hot conld do 

w to ose It he bnt knew. 

tually be devised 
at Invention which stuprised 
jwople of that early day — 
lade an engine, anyway, 
poor contrivance be improved 
by It great loads were moved 
horses were displaced by rails, 
t sidewheels took the place of soils. 

rve, my child, how one small thing 
indrons lot of change will bring: 
ise wise litUe Jimmy Watt 
I torn to some account his thought, 
y the trains go 'whizzing through 
land, and o'er the ocean blue 
mighty ships scoot night and day 
here to countrica far away. 

t thanks are due to thia James Wat^ 
to his mama's teapot. 
Dfters who on every trip 
up the tourist for a tip, 
alao by that mighty mass 
Iks who travel on a pass, 
by the ones who rake In rocks 
ugh squeezes that they work in stocks^ 

ihat it would like punning seem 
say Watt has the world's esteem 
since we've said it that way now 
1 let the pun go, anyhow >. 
lomehoir, irhen Tre chanced to stop 
le some busy boiler shop, 
lannot say that peace was brought 
LI of us by Jimmy WatL 



A.NTIPPE 

Xantippa ^ras the lady who Tras wed to 
SocratSB — 
And tbelr life was not a grand, sweet 
song; 
'Twaa a study— Joat a atody— done in 
all the minor keys 
the gloomy measnrea turned on strong. 
1 Socrates was busy at the office, she 
oold Trait 

le ambled In at 3 a. m. 
met him in the moonlight 'twlxt the door- 
ay and the gate — 
the neighbora heard a lot from them. 

ates— he didn't mind when she polled ont 

a hair, 

e would box his ears for him he didn't 

!em to care — 

manner bland and wise 

ould then philosophize 

Thyness of the Wbicbness of the Neither 

ere Nor There. 

did the cooking, and ( we have to tell the 
nth)- 

eation quickly seized on him, 
le of her biacoits 00 a time be broke a tooth, 
le smiled across at wlfey grim, 
e tried her hand at pastry was the only 
me he spoke, 

Df course he had to make a break — 
rhapa the first appearance of the ever- 
istlng Joke 
le pies that mother used to make. 

xatesl He never even ducked his head 
: dodged 

sly rubbed the spot whereon the Bying 
latter lodged, 

he mormored: "Xanty, dear, 
have made a problem clear"— 

went to get the awelUng 00 hla cranium 
lassaged. 

I wouldn't let him smoke at all about the 
lace, 

she wouldn't let him take a drink. 

' learned the value of a two-spot or an ace — 

most all that he could do was think. 

II see that though Xantippe has been 
ercely criticized, 

ihe really made her husband's fame, 
s while she boaaed him sorely that the 
_reat man analyzed 
All the aubjects that have made bis name. 

Xantippe made him famous ; but for her the man had been 
Forgotten like the others of the time that he lived in. 

"Oh, my darling, such a help I" 

He moat gratefully would yelp 
When ahe gave him an impression with a buay rolllog-pln. 



VETOT 



There wbb a king of Yvetot, 

And eaay Tras hia head. 
Serene his rest— nanght would Bnggeit 
The words so often said, 
rowaed heads are not peaceful; 
never wore a frown — 
ghed away the night and day, 
Lh gayly tilted crowo. 

Iter of his palace 

.a never forced to 'work, 

er had to make things glad 

tb oily smile and smirk. 

Uy king of Yvetot 

1 oo need of his fool — 

le his own jests from the throne 

1 pleasure was his role. 

er had a quarrel 

th any other king; 

should we fight ? " he asked. " Delight 

inch an easy thing." 

1 no one his troubles — 

Lruth, be reigned ao well 

could know, In fair Yvetot, 
troubles fit to teU. 

tie realm of Tvetot — 
vee spot on the map — 
ide a name secure In fame 
ause of this rare chap 
at his crown on sidewise 
I lolled upon his throne 
cepter aet so that it met 
active funny bone. 

I to war a stranger ; 

kingdom had no debt; 
f his laws poBBeaoed a clause 
tt barred out care and fret — 
Id that when expiring 
wasted hia last breath 

long laugh in life's behalf, 
1 thus went to his death. 

was a king of Yvetot — 
ire are auch kings today; 
lever sigh for things gone by 
nnc laugh along the way. 
So, crowo yourself with laughter. 

Put pleasure on the throne. 
And yonll possess in happlneaa 
An Yvetot of yoor own. 



ENOBIA 

ZenoUa was «mpre«8 of the people of 
Palmyra ; 
She tried to boM the army when ahe 
ahotild have Btayed at home. 
AareUan, the aoldler, led a sort of a beglra 
armies tip to fight her— they came all the 
way from Rome. 

on he was porsnliig them, with spears and 

daggers " shooing" them, 

last he seat them to defeat and cangbt the 

dongbty queen. 

tared her regretfully, he said, but she said 

fretfully 

Lt she considered him a spitcfia thing, and 

very, very "mean." 

her back a captive with her bands in 

Jeweled fetters, 

tugh she cast on Aurelion a look of proud 

disdain; 

inades irere carved and chased and decked 

by jewel setters, 

1 to securely hold her he had made a golden 

is a lot of mystery connected with all 
history — 

lObia, they tell us, didn't want to go to Jail, 
Ink of such a fate as thati Why, such a 
Jeweled weight as that 
s better than to pawn your clothes and be 
released on ball I 

X was taken to the royal Roman palace 
1 there the charming prisoner, we read, was 
quite the rage — 

le lived in this time of ours (we say this 
without malice), 

I might have made a lasting hit by going 
on the stage. 

n was nice to ber— he hinted more than 
twice to her 

it be was getting pretty tired of kinging it 
alone. 

e,Bbe might have captured him — already 
she enraptnred him— 

1 bad that handcuff Jewelry to wear upon 
the throne. 

I Zenobia was like 'most any other lady— 
ly've been the same since mother Eve; tbey 
have the same way still : 
:ter if it's Princess May, or Susie, Sal or 
Sadie, 
HO lady will consent to be convinced against 
her will. 

At last tbey told her civilly, "YooTI have to live in Tivoll" 

(Which may or may not be the way to speak that city's name). 

She answered very prettilyi "III love to live in Italy"— 

And there she stayed until she was am old, forgotten dame. 



/ 



• 



I 

i 



TRI8 BOOS 18 DUB O N THB XmABV DATE 
STAMPED BELOW 



AN INITIAL FINE OF 26 CENTS 

WILL BE A8SBS8KO FOR FAILURE TO RCTURN 
THIS BOOK ON THE DATE DUE. THB PENALTY 
WILL INCREASE TO 80 CENTS ON THE FOURTH 
DAY AND TO Sf.OO ON THE SEVENTH DAY 
OVERDUE. 



4UL 30 1938 



itev4Si4aaL 



2L 



1 r 'f' 



^^C'D LD 



^Pf? I fi 1957 



^e 



?ZV_ 



REC'D LC) 



iv'zz)%i 



LD 21-96m-7/87 



